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I Think I Love You

Once, when we were very young,
You looked at me and said,
“I think I love you.”

And I bristled slightly

(as young girls do).

And I said to you, “Think?

You only think you love me?
You mean you do not know?”’

For at that moment I knew love.
I was on intimate terms with Cole Porter lyrlcs,

And I cried when I read Wuthetmg Hel_ghts

But now that I have grown up

I know the timeless treasure of your words.
For love must have a way to grow,

And you found the way so long ago.
You took the time to think our love..
And-still you do.

A good love takes thinking through

And living with.

And I knew

The first morning I awoke and touched you next tome..
I, too, could say,

“I_ think I love you.”
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whole
person

I am a whole person,
Made whole,

But not wholly,

By you.
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I was once

‘So mesmerized
By you

That you became
My conversatfon.

I could not get enough
Words in the air

About you.

But now my conversation
Is not so overstuffed
With endless references
To everything you do.

I do not talk of you

In that old way.

‘And why
Should I
Whe love you so
Talk little now
Of you?

Because, my sweet,
When love is true

It has no need of words.
Tt is only in the silen¢es
‘That love like ours

Is heard.
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Possessed

Remember once
I said to you,
“I’m not a possessive woman.”’
(I was wearing the white lace robe at the time.)
“I'll never try to own you.”
(That night it was the pale green with black lace.)
“Darling, you're free. You're loose. You are your own man.”
(The blue shift it was. The one with bows on the shoulders,)
“Dearest, of course you don’t have to meet me. It’s your choice.’
(Pale pink, I think, with a diaphanous skirt.)
“] waited for your call, my love.”
(Two bows in my hair . . . white mules on my feet.)
I know I said I’'m not possessive.
And when I said it
I wasn’t [ wasn't | wasn’t.
Now, however, | am. a very possessive woman.-
(And 1 can’t remember what I'm wearing.) -
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A Cozy Heart

Once I thought that love
Was tempestuous,
Tumultuous,

“Kiss me quick.”

I was wrong.

Love is usually a very comfortable way of llfe,
A cozy heart,
Kisses on the cheek,

“Wear your rubbers and blow your nose.”

- And what keeps a love so cozy?

The fact that every so often love is

Tempestuous, tumultuocus . . .
“Kiss me quick.”
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Heart-to-Heart

There is a cord

Unseen ‘
That binds us heart-to-heart.
The surest way

For me to shorten the cord

Is to let you choose the length.

For if I choose to tighten
That unseen cord

By poking,

Prying, °

Wondesing,

Why?-ing,

You will dissolve the cord
And create

An unseen wall

For both of us to see.

And that, my beloved,
Would be the tragedy
Of this

Or any

Marriage.
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Zipped

How many times have you stood in the doorway
And watched while 1

Zipped,

Gartered,

Fastened,

Buttoned,

Combed,

Mascaraed,

Tugged and pulled at

Me?

I do not know, my love.
[ do not know how many times.
But please, my sweet, don't ever turn your head:



